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ill

ofRutebeuf* For myself, what boots it to disquiet myself? Men
say "the fool that fooleth not loseth his seasonable time"; was
it without reason that I took a wife ?   Now have I neither cot
nor house; and, worst of all, to the greater comfort of all who
hate me to the death, I have taken to mi: such a wife as no
man else can love or prize; she wan poor and marred when
I took her; and now am I the married man no lens poor
and marred than she.   Gentle she is not, nor fair; she hath
fifty years in her dish; lank and lean, 1 fear no rival in her
love; since the day when God was born of Mary in the manger,
never was such a wedding as this of mine 1   By the Lord who
hath all things, little had I when I took my wife, and she still
less.   I can do no handiwork; no man will ever know mine
abode, so poor it is; never shall my door stand open, for my
house is too bare and poverty-stricken and foul; often I have
neither bread in the hutch nor paste in the kneading-trough*
Blame me not, therefore, if I have no haste to go home, for
there I find no good cheer; no creature holds my coming dear
if I bring naught with me; that is the chief of all my woes,
that I dare not to knock empty-handed at mine own door t
Know ye how I bear myself? My feast is in the hope of what
the morrow may bring*
The foster-mother cries on me daily for money; she dis-
trains and pinches me for the child's food, else will she send
him home to bray on his own hearth; may the Lord God who
brought him into the world give him nourishment and send
his sustenance, and may He grant me also some relief, that
my poverty may press me less, and that I may help my child
better and assure him better sustenance than now 1 All hath
been pledged that pledge I could, and all is taken from my
house; for I have lain three months without sight of a friend*
Evil cometh never alone; all that was to befal me hath now
befallen. Where are now those friends whom I had held so
dear and loved so well? Methinks they are too few and far
between; ill were they sown from the first, and they have
come to nought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